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where the editor gathers.V.....

Concerning FANSPEAK, we don't have copies of it. Try Redd Boggs, 2215 Benja-
min NE, Minneapolis 18, Minn., or the N3F for copies. And concerning faaaanszines,
did you recalize that OOPSLA! the fanzine with punctualtion built-in to its title,
is bringing forth an annish soon? Well, tis, and {f you want to latch a copy be-
fore too late, try a line and an envelope full of money to Gregg Calkins, 761 Oak-
ley St., Salt Lake City, Utah, - ° ) \ '

-

4 LS BLlXllv & ACTLOW 24l S
Got a copy of a fanzine today. 4 very fine little fanzine 'that suddenly re=-
minded us of the mags in ar collection, Mostly of items five, ten and so years old.

Something about this magazine delights us, It is terrific, We like very much ,
and heartily endorse it to our readers who feel that modern fandom lacks glamor.

Spoaking of fanzines, you don't happen to havs,folded a mimeoed one, have you?
Wé're looking for people with old lettering guides, shading plates, styli, etc they
would like to dispose of for ridiculously low prices, We'll pay money for same,
even if it duplicates equipment we already have, as we've friends overseas who'd
be able to use what we can't,

Oh, yes, while we're here we want to congratulate H.L.Gold for a fine bit of
editorial in the Novermber you-know-which-magazine, This is an item we'd have
been proud to print in Quandry.

And now down to something we consider important: namely your gubscription,
If you have two or less issues coming after this one, and no more, we'll put an
"x" on the contents page as warning. If thés is your last issue, there will be a
notice somewhere in the mag. Otherwise, You're safe for a while. We advise that
you renew on first warning (the "x") because there's a chance that two Q's will
come fairly close together, and if you wait for that expiration notice, you might
miss out on one. e Will always run a few spare copies, in case. But don't de-

pend on it. A sudden oxpansion of Savannah fandom could eat up our back supply in
a hurry,

It is with pride and humility that we bring you an article by James White this
issue. We roalize that seldomn does his work appear outside of fanz

the Belfast Triangde. But thwough the unstinting genarosity hng ik
Walter A. Willis we have obtained this hithertoforeo unpub LiERGE
drawn _from fact for publication within the pages of "

Quandry,

4nd while on the subject, we sorrow to have to "
report that the Bolfast Triangle has lost a dimention
in the form of Bob Shaw. This leaves BBlfast with a’
two-sided triangle, much to the consternation of Bill »
Temple, A

" seeded shoulders"




yJAMES WHITE

The nots-book is pure camouflage, all the details have long since been burned
tndelibly into his brain., It's en ola trick, of course, but if the going hets really
sticky he just might be able to protend the taing is for somcone elso, Hesitantly,
and stammaring slightly at first, he goes again into the well-worn routine. His voice
is low-pitched, for there are three other characters in the shop, grouped-together a
short distance away, They are watching him closely, and they look real mean,

L

The fat man squints at him through the smoke of the cigarette which hangs,
purely by virtue of the peculiar adhesive properties of human saliva, from a moist
lower lip. He is taking everything in, sizing him ug. He doesn't seem to like what
lie gees very much, growing contempt and scorn, which he makes no effort o conceal,
curves down she corners of his mouth. Before the first halting sentence is completed
he nods slightly toward a dimly lit cartained doorway and interrupts with a brusk
"Dirty books in at the back." The words send cigarette ash spraying all over his
ra.ner greasy vest,

The tall young man in the sports coat breaks off abruptly and turns a very
deep red, He shakes his head vigourously and, still apparently reading from the note-
book, starts again from the beginning, He leans forward on the counter, Alm.st inper-
ceptably, the threec others edge closer, oears straining to catch as much as possible of
the monologue. Qhon 'Gun' is mentioned clearly they grow suddenly tecnse. Then they
all hurriedly reach for their gigarette cases. But apparently remembering the present
‘high price of smiékes they have second thoughts and just stand there with their hands
in their broast pockets, tiarying tc make up their minds.

The fat man waits wuntil he had finished speaking this time, then says hurried-
ly, "No, sorry, Can't get 'em anymore, needed for rearmement, none at all, G'bye."

But the tall young man has heard all this before in countless other shops, He
mutters something and walks quickly out into the street., Behind him the fat man is
loudly wondering what the younger generation is coming to. When he was a boy, etc...

He has been searching for days now, and this is the only part of town left
where he stands any chance of getting it, Doggedly he tries every shop that looks even
the slightest bit hopeful, grinly gocs through the routine, and tried again, But his
feet hurt, the heat is making him thirsty, and he is $ired and wants badly to sit
down. There is no way of troating these discomforts in a busy shopping centre however,
He plods grimly on.

The next shop looks promising. A ¥ide range of goods on display, even though

< :



Vili e

stme are ra‘ther dusty and fly-eperked. Eo enters and pulls out the note-book, which
ic getd ng to he a bit fog-ocarod Ly tiis time, His entrance has disturbed two women
Wno were gossiping furioucly. Long before he finishes detailing his requirements one
of" tkem, prosumab_y the ownsr of theo durip, snaps out a curt "no" and he leaves, ears
burning with embarrassmant.

and so tne searcu continues. Some of the peopl: are kind and helpful, others
are pitying and faintly dorisive, a few are downright insulting, But not one of them
has what he wants., He begins to think seriously of tne idea that he is the victim of
a foul plot. blaybe the notebook approach is wrong. Somebody with a guilty conszierce
has taken him for a Board of Trade snooper and has warned the neighbcurksod to give
him the fast brush, But no, that's 8illy. None of the places he's tried had telephones,
Extreme fatigue and the heat are giving him delusions of persecution. He leans azainst
a convenient lamp standard for a brief rest, then on again.

In the next one a nice, gentle-faced oxd lady is siuvting behind the counter.
She does all the talking right from the very start. With the notebook only half out
of his pocket he hears all about the lovely hot weather, and how she hopes it'1l keep
up as her son is going to Butlin's, and her married daughter who has just got the
lovliest baby girl is coming to visit her, and how she sends all the washing to the
laundry now because of her rheumatics. Then she switches the subject suddenly and
starts telling him what a nice big €ine upstanding chap he is and how his mother must
be very proud of him, Then with her eves twinkling she finally asks the nice big fine
upstanding and now very red-faced chgp what she can do for him,

de starts to tell her but stops abruptly. ne just can't bear the thought of
disaliusioning her after she's formed such a high opinion of him by revemling the
horrid truth. The shock to such a kindly and fragile soul would be too terrible.,
rnastily he asks for an unobtainable brand of cigarettes and makes his escape,

The quest goes on; in newsagents, hardware merchants, toyshops, any place that
looks the least bit promising is tried. He is fanatically thorough, but he is weaken-
ing fast. It is almost mid-day. The sun is beating down with ever-increasing intensity
its heat and awful brilliance held and reflected by dusty concrete and scores of
highly polished plate-glass windows. The sky is one blinding colourless glare of heat
haze. Any normal person would have given up the search hours ago, bit this tall young
man is definitely not normal, for there are deep reserves and untouched fastnesses of
steadfast courage, high idealism, moral strength, and sheer raw stupid, mule-headed
stubbornness in his make-up that makes him peeuliarly unique, He is at best only send-
conscious now. His feet drag, his gyes are dull, his actions jerky and mechanical, It
is in this condition that he comes to the shop,

From outside it is small and neat, its displays are spotlessly clean and imag-
inatively laid out. It purports to be a toy and general hardware store, but like so0
reny others in this distrist che sign realiy gives only a very limited idea oY tho
rerchardise obtainable within, He pauses at the entrance, swaying slightly w.th ex-
haustica, and clutchos the door handle.,

In:zido it is silent, dim, and zlorously cool. The place is dzserted eicert for
a tall, cark-haired girl in attendance behind a glass-topped courtar at she back o
the shop. She eyas hin thoughtrully as he walke slowly betweon the shoveases towards
ner. In taese days of Govermuent foa%rols and 0:dsrs sha
has to be very carerul, Without apnearias w0 Go 50, sho
examines him clnsely from nhis well -potishad byt scratched
toc-c2ps to the top of uis slighily disarrenged head, (b~
viously he isn't a B,0.T. inspeztor, che car teli one of
Ibcse twenty yerds off, but he just mignt be a pleinclouthes

cep, because those are truly enodimous pictes he's 3ot. But

.?7?’“7?115 bogaard, sensizive fzcem the hronerimmed speciticiog,
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the lenses of which are coated with a thin film of dust, and the weaving unsteady gait
all seem to belie this, Probably he's O0.K. At the counter he stops and leans heavily
on it. He pulls out the tetterad notebook and pretends to read from it, She suspects
it is a pretense because his eycs have a glazed unfocused look and he has been making
uninte.ligible croaking sounds with his cracked parched lips for fully five minutes
now and the notebook bears only the cryptic symbols:"Wanied,/ aSF July '40, Am E4."
She can read this easfily becaw ¢ he's holding the book upsf{de down. Now deeply interw.
ested she listens closely as the tall young man tries despcrately to force a measage
from hig dried up tongue and larenx, Suddenly a word comes through clearly, and her
suspicions are forgotten in the uprusih of all her warm matcrnal instincts, She gives
hinm a quick pitying smile and rushes into a back room. She is gone only a minute,

getween great taoirt-qaenching gulps of spring-cold water from the tall stream-
ing glass she brought him he tells her that it is a water-pistol he wants, but thanks
a lot all the same, He hands the practically dehydrated zlass back and politely re-
fuses a refiil. The note-book is stuffed into a side pocket, such subterfuges are un=-
nesessary with her, Somehow he knows instinntively that this girl won't call the police
or laugh at him, or run screaming. In a voice now clear and well-modulated, he begins
to speak.Hde is looking for a gun. lletal construction is needed as it will probably be
in constant use and he wants a good, solid, hard-wearing job, and it must be portable,
Accuracy over a fairly wigde range is also important, and there must be a minimum of
moving parts,

The tall dark-haired girl shakes her head, and tells him gently why he is on a
vain and foredoomed quest. It is simply that all the metal heretofore used in making
these weapons is now required for defence, and all old stooks have long since been
exhausted, However, she continues, great advances have been made recently with plas-
tics, and she can fill all his specifications except the one requiring all-metal con-
struction, would he like to see some samples? He nods and she starts showing him guns.

The fisrt is a tiny thing, with no moving parts at all, the firing being accom~
plished by squeezing a bulb in the butt, Accuracy and range are nothing to speak of,
she apologizes, it is a mere toy, effective only for close-in work, She turns to re-
place it, and it suddenly strikes him that besides being unusually beautiful this
zirl really knows weapons, He regards her with growing respect and admiration, he
keeps on respecting and admiring while she is bringing over the next model.

This one she has to carry in both hands, He can see it is a thing of real pow-
€r, he listens as she begins detailing its performance under various conditions. This
is modelled on the sub-machine gun, it is semi-automatic, its range and firepower are
the ultimate, she enthuses, what need is there for accuragy when one can spray that

.around? He is deeply. interested, but one of the prime requirements was portability
and this squat and deadly projector can scarcely be called that. Regretfully lje shakes
his head.

as she brings the next one down his eyes light up and he leans forward eagerly,
This szeems to be it. Small and flat is this one, so as to slide easily and invisibly
into a pocket, but from its tiny metal orifice to the checkered non-slip butt it has
a look of fleadly efficency. Her catalogue of its characteristics, delivered in a low
pleasantly husky voice and interspersed with frequent demonstrations of loading and
firing mechanisms, only bears out what he has alrocady guessed. One hundred shots with-
out roloading, she finishesm there is almost awe in her voice, and it is such a little
thing. !

Lovingly, tenderly, he lifts it from the counter., It fits his hand snugly,
comforiing and reassuring, They both fall to discussing the gun, These two who
were perfect strangers a few brief minutes ago, are now made closely akin by the fact
of their mutual appreciation of a nice weapon., Heads close together, they talk for
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a long time.

‘hey are interrupted when an elderly man cores out from the room at the back
and stands watching them, ‘The tall youn3 men. witzout any warning, suddenly whips
out his noce aew gun and levels it at the man, He screws up -his face and from his
mouth there issues a moise startlingly like three rapid revolver shots followed by
an amazing likeuness of a bullet ricconeting off a boulder. The man goes "Awk" and
leaves quickly, '

Having completed the formalitiesa or burchasing, the tall young man bids the
tall, dark-haired girl a cheery good-bye and heads for the boulevard, his walk springy
and his heart light, al. weariness has left him, he is happy, carefree, and with not
a trouble in the world, for he has a means of self-protection now, Never again will
the others catch him in a vicious cross-fire, completely defenceless. The status quo
has been restored,

The shop is several blocks behind nim when he begins to slow down thoughtfully.
He is thinking of the girl. He can almost hear in his mind again the low, husky voice,
a thing , of .swcetest music¢, even when she was talking about such grimly-lown-to-earth
subjects as wind deflection ‘and muzzle velocity. 4and before him floats a picture of
uer lovely face, with the sli huly irregular right eyebrow and the shortwcut boyd¢sh
nair-do.  ae remembers too the light, graceful way she moved about the shop. He bets
Shic is a smashing dancer. But mostly he thinks of the warm, generous personalit
that led her to give nim that water when he =as nearly out on his feet, '

And he <ept yammering about guns, and only about guns. Oh, fool that he was.

He can't go back now. at least not without some sort of excuse. He tries de-
soerately to think of valid reasons for returning, for now he wants to see her again
badly, but in vain,

He walks slowly along, feet draggingz, shoulders slumped in extreme dejection,
.a picture of utter ‘- hopelessness, Instead of the weary but indominitable bearing of
the Constant Quester of a short hour ago, he now shows all the classic symptoms of
the Grade~A lovesick swain in the first stages of the affliction. Even the warm
feol of the zun in his pocket seems drab and tastcless sumehow,

In a dlinding flash of sheer genius the answer hits him. It is so beautifurllyr
S8imple too, A perfecctly legitimate excuse that will fully explain his return, and
even neccessitate his taliing to her for
a few minulies, though if ho can help it
it will be much longér than that., This
can't possibly fail. Ha turns quickly
.and begins retracing his steps,

He will buy another water-pistol,
and wear a crossbelt,

---James White




by Ray Capella

After many long and losing battles with editors, publishers and the like, I'd
decide to retire from the natural habitat and was headed toward Oblivion or some
such place, when I chanced upon the Great Woods and fell prey to the Fate-that-gets-
you-lost,

The only remnant of civilieation left upon the place I finally ended up was a
sign reading "Okefenokee" nailed upside down to a tree - and the writing didn't
look quite for real, But the place looked peaceful and quiet, so I decided to rest
my weary self for a short decade or two.

I'd picked out a particularly nice little island, and was about to set myself
down beneath the shade of a tree when a voice piped up, "Looky, a stranger in our
mist."

It sounded so commonplace, so I didn't & a double take until I went around the
cypreys knee and saw the critter sitting on a fallen log, fishing pole in hand. He
was furry, with a long hairless tail, and a striped shirt, He had soft brovn eyes
and beside nim sat two water-bugs playing pinochle. He added, to me, "What is you
up to?"

"I isn't,am not, up to anything." I replied, refusing to accept the fact that
he was talking to me. "iMatter of fact, I'm down to thée last straw. I'm just short
(5% 5

"lhere's the straw?" one of the water bugs queried in a thin voice,
"Is she a broom-type of straw, or the soda straw kind?" asked the other,

"That's just a finger of speech,” the furry one sakd. "Sitv down, friend, and
kecp us company. They isn't no sense in lookin' so lively around here. " He paused
and jigzled his fishing lina, "What you up too, may I ree-peat?”

"Down, friend, down. The word is dowm. I is...Br, 1 have,,,lost hope in a
future in a coertain fiecld and I am about to put an end to a great talent. I, sir,
an about to shoot myself, ' I replied, trying, and easily succeeding, in sounding
bitter. :

"Not here!?" the air fairly jangled with mixed punctuation marks, " Loud
noises scares us. But why in the ever-lovin® is you gone shoot yo'self, why?"

"I..." my voice replied, and went on to relate the story of My Noble but
Futile Struggle, I was three-quarters through it when a shadow fell upon the
grass beside me and a voice roarsd from behind us, "What in the foggy blus morn-
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in' is a-goin' on horez?"

'the water bugs were bowled over into the water by the thundering voice. I
vurned to tehold a tall, green fellow with a yellow front and a cizar in a capable
long mouth. I said "aAwk!" but the furry one was unimpressed by the reptilian addit-
ion to the group.

f The tall one came tripping daintly over the tree's roots and fell headlong
into the water, showering me from head to foot and setting the waterbugs back on
their former places.

Now, I'd zone to a lot of troubla, Jumping from isla to isle and keeping dry,
and now I was soaking wet. I gritted my teeth, thereby losing one, and tried to
keep Iy tcmper by reciting the first thing that came to mind, namely:

"To be of not to be, that is the question:
Whether it is nobler in the mind to suffer
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune..."

"Hole it...whoa!" a voice leaped at me rrom behind the waterbugs on my right.
I looked. An o0ld Flatboat camc floating around the little island. In it were two
more creatures: one a featherod fellow with a latgs red sorcerer's hat stuck between
owl horns and large eyes pcering over a pair of oversized glasses. The other wasg a
small hard-shelled fellow with a red pirate's cap leaning precariously over one eye.
As ne poled the boat along, he sang;" Oh, lolly was the lemon drop and lovely limp
the leaves, and ever earthly eventide, across the evening eaves." The feathered one
#was addressing me," That reesmark has all the dog~ear-marks of bein' a-creap with
ree-dickle-wickle-wockle discreepansies!"

The boat suddenly rose into the air, balanced upon the green one's head. Un-
abashed, he was makinz a comeback. Miraculously enough, his cigar was still it and
a guestion came out amid the smoke and sparks," Whuffo the discreepantiesg?"

"Here now," the furry one interjected"Careful, \e is supposed to be the
clean-cut type."

The reathered one was 20t out of the picture yet. ke lecaned over the hoat's
side and went on," Fust, whuffo he can't make up his mind...to be or not to be...
then, if he got such a ding-bing noble mind how can he be §0 dumb's to stand still
an' suffer all these arrows and slingshots?"

"Right!" the hard-shclled onec said, supporting his clains. At the same time,
he turned around in an atterpt to look down at the green one who supported the, His
abrupt movement brougia a .frece end of the polie upon the ond of the feathered one. The
latier complied by going overboard, his criticisms turning. to bubbles,

"You scapers up there gone havta make lcsson a ruckus," the green one said,
walking up on the shore and sitting by me," Or slsé I is gone raise the rent."

The boat was still poised on his hoad, and tiiec small green one was still in
it. He threw his p.le away, which struck the feathered one, who was climbing to
shore, and leaned over the side. He removed his hat, wringing it before him. Aand,
with what he rust have thought was a romantic expressuon he chanted, "0 Romulo,Romulo,
whuffo the bow, Romulo..."

"Pomulo" came scrambling over the bank and up the tall one's shoulder, in the
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Zulse of a feathered furious scaper with a pole in his hands and murder in his eye-
glasses. In a sectnd, the action upon the tall one's head was rathered hazy, as the
boat rev@lved propellor-wise.

After two seconds, the latter lost his composure and looking slight.y irritat-
ed, he took off, but not plane-wise, Hhe cried "Enuff: Enuff..." and the foursone
{boat, pole, feathered and hard-shelled characters) were suddenlike in the drink,
They disappeared around the island, the sorcerer standing upon the overturn-d boat,
poling his way after his former supporter, who swam for the horizon.

"I don't mind the sweeps of action,_"said the green cne, gesturing broadly,
"But the dialogue---ugh!"

"“They is Okayfenokee," said the furred one"...in their own unceuny little ways
He turned back to me,"You were sayinge...?"

e It had;L thousand or three, " I replied, "I'd be able to get loaded,..or
maybe buy a cannon and part with this world."

"Docs you mean you gons get loaded with thousands of them?"The tall one ejac-
ulated, looking faint, "I should tanink it's bad epuff with two of 'm ‘'round."

"I meant money!" I shot badk, looking faint also &t his thought,"Not those two!
I meant money!"

"Whuffo?" the furred one queried, '/ho wants money in this vale of tears?"

"I dol!" I said, exasperated, then changed the subject with an observation "I
don't sec your friends anymore..."

"If you mean the water family,'"~he replied, " they is gone home. Went when the
goin's-on started. 1 is leavin' too,..no bait on my line...':ant to come 'long and
have lunch?"

"At this time?" I looked at my timepiece, "I1t's suppertime!"

"Man, you gone argue about the time?" the tall one scowled. He already had the
furry one under hiis arm and was hopping carefully from hummock to hummock," We'll
have a supper-sized lunch, natural,"

Lunch awaited in a large clearing, where a picnic table was all.ready. News
seemed to travel fast, for the furry one had three times the guests he had bargained
fpr, including the déscrepant pair of waterbugs, who sat opposite each other and made
faces, The assortment of critters at that table was incredible, not to mention the
dialogue and goings-on. But the lunch was interesting and filling.

There was, however, a strange figure roaming the outskirts of the table, pen=-
cil and crawing pad in hand. He kept looking at the characters who were busy having
lunch, and making notes. It was slightly annoying. But he turned out to be a pleas=-
ant young fellow with a mustache and an interesting skill in the field of doodling.
In fact he makes periodical visits to this place, in search of some uncanny form of
art whicih I have not yet discovered. However, it is through him that I get my mater-
ial to my egent...

esss¥Or you gee, I'm staying here, This is the life for a Noble Heart that
asss little of Life, Who Asks But A Pleasant Place To Dwell. And I is change my mind
'bout what I is want, Alone, unaided, thés Loyal Fellow remains to scratch out a
happy living dovm here. The only thing in life that bothers me is the way that
stranger paints me. That ghastly, orange color! How could he€,....
--=Ray Capella
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Harlan Ellison,
12701 Shaker Blvd,
Apt 616

Cleveland 20, Ohio,

Usurption, usurption!

I've always known la ferme Hoffman was & hack., I've even realized the fact that
Bob Tucker is but a peén-name for her voluminous pro writings which she refuses to
admit ((well, would anyone willingly admit i%?)), sSut when &h cores right down to
blatently swiping a ran's saying from under his breat » then the time ccmes for re-
beilion, for admonistiment, for a damned good cuss word session to tell you in no un-
certain ierms %hat ac once a full and ousright revelation and acknowledgement of iuhe
origin of the word uced in Q numerous times in ish number 23 belongs to on one byt
Harlaa Zilison, hoy faaga. That word is "bivdbath", Spelled bei-r-deb-g-t-h, it is
the property aud has voen propuunded by, that sterling young fan now meking a name
for himself (wust a name!) ((What, a name?)) in the fan ranks. That fan's nams is
Hegere-l=a-n Bmlelejege0=n, Thisg is ofter refered to and ascumed to be synorimous
Viith $=Ce-Xw@eW=b-g-l-l, ({4nd other words which I cannot print as this magazine
g0es vhrouzh the US Mails)) This is a gross malediction. It's a lie, too,

Beware, of saying-thief, the time draws noar when your reckoning must come
Long have you flaunted the cudgel of widespread BNF connections in ths florid face
of nelpless fandom. (hey, that's pretty...I might be another Bradbury, ya never
know. ! ((Not in my fanzina, you won't..,))

Until you acknowledge in that filth-ridden rag of yours (oh yes, by the way,
kaep me on yonr mailing list) ((money, buy, money...)) that the saying Birdbath
(as in LLNG IOUD 5IRL3ATH) is originated by these ruby lips (these here stupif!) ((I
thirk I lefy out a "," in thas parenthetical expression)), thee shall be cetracized
in the well-lightcd piaces whore fen of distinction are wont to meet and slip unt
slup ((tha%'s vwhat the boy said)) Corby's. ((You mean old elevator shafts, bedroom
closets, and ths obsorvation poris at the Hotol Morrison?)] In other words, please
give me pgoboo in Q. Being mentioned in SF NEWSLETTER, SPACE SCIENCE FICTION, So
PENDULUM. CHICON PROGRAMME BOOKLET, WHO'S WHO, etc. will B0 for naught if I don't _
got mentiocned in (sighl}q. ((You wanna show us your clippings too?)) For who in their
0l nind would not consider someone truly BBBBBBBNF when mentioned in the sacred
pages of the All-Holy Fammag., ((You talkin' about the S-F BULLETIN?)) I implore, I
grovel, I appeal to ths Divine Bencvolente of the Good Lee to mention a poor, ol
struggling fan when his birdbath is dragged and his chicken fan shows signs of con-
gealing in her sanctioned Yf¢ mag. ((Hey, Ellison, is all this clcan?))

I leave you with one thought: If confirmation is sought that the original or- '
iginator of 'birdbath' is me, 1 cuzgest the doubting Thomes (or Susan, or Arthur,
or Hyberna, as the case may bc) contact a cortain Bilil Verable who will immediately
brain the individual who mnde it kncwa that ho had-the word birdbath in mind, seoing

({¥ry secing the next page, kiddies))
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Ellsson still blabbing abtout his Birdbath

as how Venablc had to apcnd nearly a week with me and my birdbath and will kill any-
one in the mind to remind him of tiat lost week, which servés the doubting etc right,
Ha!
Yours very Bulbofaggingly,
Harlen

Zditor's raply:
Dear Injured Ellison,

It is with the numblest of applogics that we admit we did not know what true
genius had crecated the 'birdbath' as a fannish symbol. As the hekto is the symbol
of that vombic ghod, Ghu, and the beercan of Roscoe, truly the birdbath is tho sy-
mbol of the true ghod, Tucker. 4nd now that you have stepped forward and accepted
your true glory as croator and founder of the 'birdbath' we honor you as you do-
servc., We spcek in onoe breath your namc with that of Bob Tucker. HarlaniEllison end
Bob Tucker! There, wo have done it.

Truthfully, Harlan, we didn' know you dunit. Tuck, when proclaiming to all the
world that he had written THE LONG LOUD BIRDSATH,., mentioned that he didn't know who
crcatad 'birdbath's., No ons secmed to know. We thought it would bc one of the los+
mystcrics of ths world, to be revecaled in future years by tclepathetic rosecrutiane,
or Ray Palmar.

Halletujah!

THE PLEIADES PILPLcS SCIENCE FICTION FAN ASSOCIATION, INC.
3401 6th Aveo. Columbus, Ga.

Dear Sir:

This year, as in the past, the Pdeiades Pimples science Fiction Fan Association,
Inc. has selected a few deserving individuals to receive the official PPSFFL, Inc's
Badge of llerit

We know that you will be proud to learn that the Board of Judges has seclectod
you as one of tnose whose untiring offorts and selfless devotion to the cause--our
grim crudade to make Science Fiction a household word -- makes him elligiole for
tuis honor,

congratulations. Ve salute you for your serious and constructive activities
on benalf of fandom. Keep up the gzood work.

Wear your badge proudly. Display it openly wherevar you go to identify you es a
Fizater in the ranks of the enlighvened; an unwavering foe of the forces ef ignorance,
intolerance, superstition, poveryy, criie. juvenile delenquency, barbarism, nepotism,
the one party systvem {{keputlican!)) and sin,

iaach 200d lucsg and success to you in our righteous endemvor,

Paul D.. Cox, treas., PPSFFa, Inc,

Henry ijoskowitz((and the answer is no, no relation))
Thcee Bridges, N.J.®

Dear Leec,

Prelude To The Afterncon of A Con might have been good, and funny, too; except
for two points...it was drawn out terribly in spots...and in others it was §&x just
plain boring. Who'd want to go and waste good lead to kill--what was the name of

/!




Henry Moskowits still yammering

the deseased? Like Chatteris says, let's know something about the person who becomes
the corpse.,.before he becomes the corpse,
O Pioneers was good. Haw about more? ((Hear the man, Harry?))
Now, what(s this about Mines® quote? How does Q stand on the question of
lines' mags. ((One foot of SS and the other on TWS to equully distridbute the weight,))
And now the thornes and brickbats. Is this the same Q that every fan used to
tell me to get? "You ain't a fan without Q" they used to tell me. ((That was Q#l0))
And so I got Q. And so this is Q. ((Ql is not Q2 is not Q3 is not Q4 is not...))
I was let down. My expectations were too great, I guess, Q didn't stack up,
((Try putting one on top of the other, They stack up that way.))
But the funny thing is, I like Q. ((Even funnier, you paid for it.,))
But I'd like to see Q pick up. ((Pick up what?)) It's usually the same dribble,
and moreso, Can't we have some new writer? ((Okay, submit something.))
and I missed Silverberg. Where's the boy? No¢ come From Ber Voodvork Qut?
((Silverborg spends his summers in West Cupcake, ))
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